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Antidote 


Pushing a box of assorted shit out of the way to make room for a box of other assorted shit, James 
wondered why Kirk couldn't hire somebody to organize his junk closet. Like he didn't have better things to do 


on a Saturday afternoon. 


Actually, he didn't. That's why he let Kirk talk him into "Come over, help me clean out my closet" It sounded 
less exciting than "Come over, we'll have a pizza," but apart from all the mundane aspects, it had some good 
sides, too. For example, watching Kirk's ass wiggle up in the air, while the rest of Kirk crawled behind a stack of 
unidentified stuff to retrieve whatever had been stored there. 


"Shit, look at this." Kirk scooted over to the wall. Brushing his hair out of his face, he sat cross-legged. He 


opened a plastic box with a clear top. "I found lube." 


"Huh?" James wiped his palms on his thighs. "You keep this shit in your junk closet?" He leaned over Kirk's 
shoulder. A glance into the box revealed at least half a dozen containers. He fished out a half-used orange 


tube. "Didn't they take this one off the market, like, couple years ago?" 


"Don't know. It's old. | tossed it all in here after we-" Kirk hesitated for a second. "No idea why | kept it. Its 
trash." 


James slumped down next to Kirk. He let his thoughts wander into the labyrinth that had been their 
relationship-not something he did often. Every now and then, in the early morning hours when he couldn't 
sleep, the "what ifs" nagged at him. The sunrise usually chased them away, but they never disappeared 
completely. 

He pulled his knees up, wrapped his arms around them. "Kirk?" 

"Hm?" 

"How long has it been?" 

"Six years." Kirk picked at a piece of scotch tape stuck to the side of the box. 


"No, | don't mean us. How long has it been since you stopped sleeping with guys?" 


Scratch scratch scratch Kirk didn't look up, focused on removing the piece of tape as if his career depended on 
it. "Six years." 


"Really?" 
"Yeah." 
"So after we broke up-" 


"Women are fun, too, you know." Kirk closed the top, then pushed the box toward the throw away pile. "You 
should try it sometime. We could double date." He laughed, but his laugh sounded empty. 


"Not fucking likely." 

Silence stretched between them. 

With his eyes fixed on the opposite wall of the closet-anywhere but on Kirk-James carefully avoided analyzing 
which dismayed him more: the idea of him with a woman, or the idea of Kirk with a woman. Of course he'd 
seen Kirk with women over the past years-Kirk hadn't been exactly shy about his conquests—but somehow 
hearing him talk about women now was different. Totally fucking different. 


Before he had a chance to censor his thoughts, the question slipped out of his mouth: "Why did we break up?" 


"James." 


"What?" 
"Don't start again. What's the fucking point?" 
"| don't know. Get closure?" 


Fine. Here's your fucking closure: it's over. Its been over for six fucking years. Is that enough closure for 


your" 

"What are you so pissed off about?" 

"Nothing. I'm not pissed off about anything" 

They glared at each other. Kirk's eyes narrowed, his chest heaved. And this brought back memories, too, but 
not the kind of memories James was eager to deal with right now. It was over and he should let go, let their 


relationship slide into the past where it belonged. He should've kept his mouth shut. 


"Was it because of us? Because of me, that you started sleeping with women?" So why couldn't he keep his 
mouth shut? 


"Don't flatter yourself” 
James frowned. "Huh?" 


"You think that after | had James Hetfield in my bed no other guy could do?" The corners of Kirk's lips curled 
up, but his eyes had the look of steel. "You were not that good, James." 


"That's not what |-" James started. "What? ‘Not that good'?" 

Kirk shrugged. "Whatever. Let's just drop it, okay?" 

His jaws clenched Fuck. How had this boring, jurk-cleaning afternoon derailed into this? The rehab-trained part 
of him pushed to talk, to discuss, to communicate, but he shoved the urge back into the corner of his mind. 
Maybe there would be days when he was open to listening to Kirk explain why he sucked in bed. Today was not 
one of those days. 

‘I'd better go." He pulled himself up. He waited for a reaction from Kirk, but none came. "See you." 

He was opening the front door when Kirk's voice stopped him. 


"James?" 


He turned around. "Yeah?" 


Kirk stepped closer, his fingers brushed James's arm. "Thanks. For your help.” 

"Yeah, sure. Whatever, man" No other words came to mind. 

"And l'm sorry. | shouldn't have lashed out at you." 

‘Its okay" He should go. He wanted to go. His legs refused to move. His hands itched to pull Kirk to him, to 
touch his face, to drag his mouth up for a kiss. He stuffed his hands into the safety of his pockets. "You 
wanna grab some dinner tonight?" 

"| have a date." 


James nodded. Right. A date with a woman. 


"Have fun then" He stepped outside. "And if your date stands you up, come over. We'll hang out, order tofu 


shit pizza or something." 
Kirk smiled in response, a real smile this time. "Deal." 


Sitting in a bumper-to-bumper traffic on the way home, James couldn't stop thinking. His brain kept skidding on 
what Kirk had said. 


Not that good? 
He cranked up the music, but it didn't drown Kirk's voice in his head. 


Not that good? What about Kirk's demands for "just a quick one" backstage, in airport bathrooms, limos? What 
about their long nights, lazy mornings? What about Kirk naked and sweaty and exhausted, but still wanting 


more? 
Not that good? Huh? 


By the time he pulled into his driveway, his hands were sweaty from gripping the wheel. The top button of his 
jeans popped out even before he kicked the front door shut. He headed straight for the bedroom. 


He imagined himself kicking the door shut behind Kirk, whose date did stand him up. He slid his zipper down 
while-in his head-he dragged Kirk upstairs. Kirk tried to jerk away, but it only turned him on more. Kirk's 
chest heaved, his nipples peaked under the shirt. He ripped Kirk's shirt open Then the pants. Kirk pressed his 
hand against James's chest. No. James, don't. James gripped his jaw, yanked his head up. Kirk flinched. James 
crushed their mouths together. Kirk's hand on his chest stopped pushing away; it snaked around James's neck 
and into his hair. He toppled them both onto the bed Kirk's eyes opened wide, his lips parted. | missed you, 
James. | missed your body. James pushed inside him. Yeah, that's it. Now fuck me. Yeah. Hard. Oh yeah. So good. 


You're so good, James. Like this. Yeah ... so good . . . Kirk dug his fingers into James's back and bared his 
teeth when orgasm rolled over him. 


Another stroke later James grunted his own orgasm into the pillow. 
Fuck. 
He threw an arm over his head. The other hand lazily smeared his come around. Fuck, yeah. 


He wanted to stay like this and bask in the glory of blowing Kirk away-even if only the Kirk in his head-with 


his sexual prowess, but the sticky, cold mess on his stomach made him change the plans. 

Shower, grab a fresh shirt, he decided, then pray Kirk wouldn't take him up on his offer to hang out. All his 
instincts, sharpened with twenty years of being around Kirk, warned him that tonight they would end up 
fighting. Or fucking. 


He wasn't sure he was ready for either. 


(end) 


